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Things ^aftredrcfle, are now with mepaft care. Dxeuat] 


'.(Or. 


i Scma Quartk 


^^erSAlishxrjfxndaCaptdUHe, 

Capt.Hy Lord Of Salisbury^We have flay d ten dayes, 
And hardly^ kept our Countrymen together^ 

And yet wcheare no tidings from the King : 
Therefore wewifl di(perfc ourfetves: farewell. 

Salt Stay yet another day, thou ttUfty Wclchnian, 
The King repofeth all his confidence in thee. 

Tis thought the King is dead, we will not fray j 
The Ba y-trees m our Country all are wither’d. 

The Meteors fright the fixed Starres of rteaven ; . 

The pale-fac’d Mopiie lOokeabloOdy on the Earth, 
And lean^fobkt Prophets whi^t fearefoll change j 
Rich menlopke'frd, andRuiiiansd^ceand-leape, 
Tlieoneinfeare.tololewhat they enioy, 

The other to enjoy by Rage, and Wanb :■ 

Thefe fignes fore-riiri the death ofKings. - 
Farcwelljour Countrymen arc gone and fled j 
As Richard their King is dead< 

Salt Ah 'Rlchardf- with eyes of hcauy mind, 

I fee thy Clory , iikea fhoocing Statre, - 
Fall to thebafe Earth, from the Firmament*: 

Thy Sunne lets weepiiig intfreloWly 'Weft* 

W itneffing ftormes to coihe, woe, aHd unreft : 

Thy friends are fled, to wake upon thy foies, 
Andcroffelytothygood,ail fortune goes* Dxit 
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ef Richard the Jeeond, 


^BmTertm, Sc<tna ^rima. 

ofid Greene y. prisoners • 

Bring forth thefe men : 

2u^y and Greenly I willnot vcx^outjfowcj 
(Since prefently your foulcs muftpartjyopc, 

VVith two muehurging your pornkjous^ne^ 

For ’twere no Charity t y^t.tO;Wa^j^9%hlop4 . 

Froipofr my hands, . frercag^h? yWs^^^ . 

I will unfold fomecaules of your deaths, 
Youhavetniflcd a Prince, a royall I^ng, 

A happy Gentleman in Blood,and Lineaments, 

By youunhappied,anddisfigor d cleane: 

You ha ve in manner with your finfull h<^rcs 
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qjieene and him. 

Broke the Poffefllon of a Royall Red, 

And ftayn’d the beauty of a fake Quecnes Cheekes, 
With teares drawne from her eyes , with your foule 
My felfe a Prince, by fbrumc of my birth,, , (wrongs. 

Neere to the Blood,and neere in love. 

Till you did make him mif-inucrpret:0[ic. 

Have ftoopt my necke uiider your irauries. 

And figh’d my Englifobrcatli in fqrraigne Clouds, 

Eating the bkter bread of b3nifriment.j _ 

VVhflc you have fed upon my. Seigniori£|^^ 

Dif-park’d my Parkes,andfoU’4 pQrrell woods ; 
Froraminemwne windowes torne my HottfholdGoatj 
Raz'd out my lmprefc,leaving me no figne. 

Save mens opinions, and my living blood. 

To fhew the world I am a Gentleman. 

This^and much mote, much more then twice all fhis* 




